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CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(EIGHT MEN, SEVEN WOMEN, FLEXIBLE) 

 
FIRST YOUNG MAN .................. Enrolled in a tightly controlled 

drug/alcohol program. (7 lines) 
 
SECOND YOUNG MAN ............. Also a drug abuser in the framing 

story.  He likes YOUNG 
WOMAN. (16 lines) 

 
YOUNG WOMAN........................ An alcoholic.  She, too, is in the 

program. (27 lines) 
 
THIRD YOUNG MAN ................. Enrolled in the program for drug 

abuse. (21 lines) 
 
ALAN ............................................. About seventeen and a “successful” 

drug dealer. (42 lines) 
 
SARAH .......................................... A pretty girl about the same age as 

ALAN.  She is his ex-girlfriend. 
(45 lines) 

 
HECTOR ....................................... A heroin addict who has just 

enrolled in a methadone recovery 
program. (54 lines) 

 
COUNSELOR ............................... Works for an AIDS Outreach 

program.  May be any age and 
played by either gender. (55 lines) 

 
RESHEEM .................................... An inner-city, cocaine addict who 

dreams of rock stardom. (9 lines) 
 
MELISSA ...................................... An impressionable sixteen year old.  

She bows to peer pressure. (57 
lines) 

 
ROBBIE......................................... He’s only seventeen, but thinks of 

himself as a worldly, grown up.  He 
has an alcohol problem. (54 lines) 
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RUSH ............................................. A high school senior who is 
beginning to lose sight of what’s 
important because his vision is 
clouded by marijuana smoke. (66 
lines) 

 
SUSAN ........................................... She is also lost in a haze of 

marijuana smoke.  Unlike her 
friend, Rush, she sees the peril. (66 
lines) 

 
JANICE ......................................... She’s the seventeen year old unwed 

mother of baby “Rose.”  State 
agencies are threatening to take her 
child, but JANICE is determined to 
stay away from cocaine and keep 
her child. (4 lines) 

 
PLANT........................................... Rises from the audience and comes 

on stage challenging the validity of 
what he has just seen and heard.  
She, in turn, is challenged.  Could 
be played by either gender. (19 
lines) 
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STAGE SETTING 

The entire action of the play takes place on a bare stage.  Minimal 
props and simple effects are listed in the Production Notes and are 
introduced as needed.  Backdrops may be used with graffiti-type, anti-
drug slogans at the director’s discretion. 
 

PRODUCTION NOTES 
 

STAGE PROPS 
 

COAT RACKS/CHAIRS BENCH 
BOXBACKPACK 
WHITE LAB COATMANILA FOLDER 
TV REMOTE CONTROLTELEPHONE 
TWO BOOKSBLUE BLAZER 
BABY’S UTILITY BAGLEATHER COAT 
BOWL OF POPCORNBOTTLE IN A BROWN BAG 
BABY BOTTLE CAR KEYS 
 

SPECIAL EFFECTS 
Special sound and light effects continue throughout MELISSA’S voice 
over.  It should have a slight reverb to give it an otherworldly quality.  
The other special effects include a police siren, the sound of a car 
wreck, tires screeching, and a baby crying. 
 

SEQUENCE OF SCENES 
Although each scene is presented separately, they should flow 
continuously from one to the next except for the ten minute 
intermission between Act One and Act Two. 
 
ACT ONE 
1.THE PROGRAM 
2.ALAN AND SARAH 
3.HECTOR AND COUNSELOR 
4.RASHEEM 
 
INTERMISSION 
 

ACT TWO 
1.MELISSA AND ROBBIE 
2.RUSH AND SUSAN 
3.JANICE 
4.PLANT 
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NOTE 
 

When the Georgia Department of Human Resources offered grant 
money to produce a play targeted at middle, junior and senior high 
school students focusing of drug and alcohol abuse, Mr. Richard Davis, 
Jr. was commissioned by Storyland Theatre, Inc. to create a play which 
would not only inform, but would also captivate their interest.  The 
result of his research was Losing It. 
 
Losing It is a powerful play with a very important message.  After 
being presented with the consequences of doing drugs in this play, 
students may want to talk about the ramifications of scenes performed 
on stage.  With this in mind, we hope that after each production there 
will be an open floor discussion.  This will hopefully include local 
alcohol and substance abuse counselors, school counselors, AIDS 
Outreach counselors, local authorities, and also the location and phone 
number of each alcohol and drug abuse prevention program in your 
area and current national hotline information.  Prior to each 
performance, it might be worthwhile to make this information available 
in writing and handed out to each audience member.  In this way, 
providing information to everyone will not frighten away the timid 
students or the students seeking help for significant others. 
 
ADDITIONAL INFORMATION 
 
National Clearinghouse for Alcohol and Drug Information 

• www.health.org 
 
Centers for Disease Control and Prevention (CDC)  
An agency for the Department of Health and Human Services located 
in Atlanta, Georgia 

• www.cdc.gov 
 
National Institute of Alcoholism and Alcohol Abuse 
6000 Executive Blvd. – Willco Building 
Bethesda, Maryland 20892-7003 

• www.niaaa.nih.gov 
 
Mothers Against Drunk Driving (MADD)  
P.O. Box 541688 
Dallas, Texas 75354-1688 

• www.madd.org 
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National Institute on Drug Abuse (NIDA) 
All of the materials or messages available through NIDA Infofax have 
been developed by the National Institute on Drug Abuse, National 
Institute of Health.  NIDA supports more than 85% of the world’s 
research on the health aspects of drug abuse and addiction.  NIDA 
Infofax materials are updated regularly.  There is no copyright on any 
of the materials available through NIDA Infofax and all can be 
reproduced for further distribution. 

• By calling 1-888-644-6432, you can receive fact sheets by fax 
or mail, or listen to recorded messages. 

• www.nida.nih.org 
 
Centers for Disease Control and Prevention’s (CDC) National 
AIDS Hotline (Operates toll free, 24 hours a day, 7 days a week) 
The hotline offers anonymous, confidential HIV/AIDS information, 
education, and answers questions regarding the disease, testing 
facilities, and medications used for treatment. 

• 1-800-342-AIDS (English) 
• 1-800-344-SIDA (Spanish)  
• 1-800-AIDS-TTY (TDD) 

 
National AIDS Clearinghouse 
This number gives you access to the full range of CDC’s published 
information.  You can also order a free catalog of HIV/AIDS education 
and prevention materials. 

• 1-800-458-5231 

 6

http://www.nida.nih.org/


Peru
sa

l O
nly

 

Do N
ot 

Cop
y

BY RICHARD DAVIS, JR. 

 
ACT ONE 

The Program 
 

At Rise:  
(Bare set.  Two young men enter left.  FIRST YOUNG MAN 
carries a COAT RACK.  As they walk, he crosses up right, 
places the COAT RACK.  SECOND YOUNG MAN carries a 
BENCH, which he places somewhere down center.) 
 
FIRST YOUNG MAN:  …blew the entire back window out, tore 

the meat outta Rick’s shoulder— 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  Where was Rick? 
FIRST YOUNG MAN:  (He crosses center)  Passenger side in 

the back.  Tore the meat outta his shoulder…(He touches his 
shoulder) All this.  Bullet went right out the windshield on the 
driver’s side.  Don’t know why Tony didn’t get hit, but he 
didn’t.  They spun off Main, dumped the car on Walnut, and 
hit the woods.  Lucky. 

SECOND YOUNG MAN:  Very.  Where are they now? 
FIRST YOUNG MAN:  Rick’s in the hospital.  Tony’s keeping’ 

outta sight… 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  Well, maybe they’ll just get sent to the 

program…unless they get sent to the Youth Development 
Center. 

FIRST YOUNG MAN:  Or jail. 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  Or jail. 
FIRST YOUNG MAN:  Man, I don’t know.  It could mean jail.  For 

Tony anyway.  Rick claims he didn’t even know anything 
was going down. 

SECOND YOUNG MAN:  Yeah.  Right.  (With exaggerated 
innocence) Cocaine?!  Gosh, no sir, officer.  I thought we 
were going to get a coca-cola.  At the Dairy Queen. 

 
(Humorless laugh and they’re off as THIRD YOUNG MAN and 
YOUNG WOMAN enter right.  She carries a CHAIR, which she 
sets center by the BENCH.  He carries a COAT RACK, which he 
places up left.) 
 
YOUNG WOMAN:  Karen was braggin’ all over the place that 

she was gonna get out of the program and go back to her 
regular school in February— 
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THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Tell me about it.  She’s drivin’ me nuts.  I 
got a year to go – (He crosses center.) 

YOUNG WOMAN:  She was telling Su-Su about it in the middle 
of group- 

THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Dr. Hadley’s group? 
YOUNG WOMAN:  Um-hmm. 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Good thing Hadley didn’t hear her- hear 

her.  (She draws herself up for her imitation of Dr. Hadley) 
‘February?  Nobody said you were going to get out of here in 
February, young lady.”  So Karen says, “Then when AM I 
gonna get out?”  And Hadley gets right in her face, and he 
says… 

YOUNG WOMAN/THIRD YOUNG MAN:  (They lean into each 
other.  Both imitate Dr. Hadley) Neveruary!  (They laugh) 

YOUNG WOMAN:  Thought she was gonna start crying- 
 
(Enter FIRST YOUNG MAN, SECOND YOUNG MAN, each with 
one CHAIR.) 
 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  (He crosses to YOUNG WOMAN, 

stands very close to her) Who’s gonna start crying?  Not 
you, I hope. 

YOUNG WOMAN:  You.  If you don’t get out of my face. 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  (He backs off, places CHAIR up 

center.  FIRST YOUNG MAN places his CHAIR up center 
next to it) Hey, just kidding.  I thought you and I were- 

YOUNG WOMAN:  That was your first mistake. 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  What was? 
YOUNG WOMAN:  Thinking. 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  (He crosses to YOUNG WOMAN) 

Really?  Well, not thinking is what landed me in this 
program, and thinking is what’s going to get me out.  Sorry to 
bother you.  I mistook you for a friend. 

YOUNG WOMAN:  Just keep outta my face, ok? 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  Hey, no problem, baby.  I don’t need 

frostbite. 
YOUNG WOMAN:  I’m not your baby. 
SECOND YOUNG MAN:  Yeah.  That sounds right.  I don’t think 

you’re anybody’s baby.  Not even your mama’s. 
FIRST YOUNG MAN:  (He crosses and pulls the SECOND 

YOUNG MAN left) Let’s go before you two fall in love.  Come 
on, we gotta get this room set up. 
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(They exit left.) 
 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Whew!  You were pretty rough on him.  I 

thought you liked him? 
YOUNG WOMAN:  I do.  A lot! 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Right.  I could tell. 
YOUNG WOMAN:  It’s just that I’m trying to get better.  And the 

last thing I need is some alky hanging around … 
 
(She crosses away from him.) 
 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  RECOVERING alky.  Just like you, baby! 
YOUNG WOMAN:  (She turns to him, laughs) Get the rest of the 

stuff. 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  (As he crosses right) Right. 
YOUNG WOMAN:  Hey! 
 
(He stops, turns to her.) 
 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Yeah? 
YOUNG WOMAN:  I’m not trying to be cool.  I’m not trying to be 

anything.  I’m just…I’m just… 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Scared? 
YOUNG WOMAN:  Yeah, I’m scared.  When I woke up this 

morning, my very first thought was I gotta get outta here.  I 
gotta get me a drink.  I mean, how could that happen to me?  
I’m sixteen.  I’ve been drinking for only- 

THIRD YOUNG MAN:  You’re sick— 
YOUNG WOMAN:  Thanks a lot! 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Sorry.  That’s the way it is.  This 

program…(He gestures at the chairs) is your medicine, and 
it works good, as long as you don’t hit the bottle.  Don’t be 
scared. 

YOUNG WOMAN:  Yes, Dr. Hadley. 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  I’ll get the stuff.  Be cool.  (He exits right.) 
YOUNG WOMAN:  (She crosses, sits on bench, rises, paces, 

sits throughout her monologue) Cool.  Yeah, I’m cool…so 
cool, I’m screwing up my entire life.  (Beat) You know the 
feeling you get when you …oh, I don’t know…when you 
want to go out, say , and your parents won’t let you.  It’s like 
some force you can’t do anything about has control of your 
life.  Right?  It frustrates you so much that you want to hit 
somebody or something.  Preferably your parents, but you 
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can’t do that.  So you go to your room—or wherever—and 
plot revenge and all kinds of dumb stuff, right?  You know 
what I’m talking about:  “They’ll be sorry when I…” whatever.  
Anyway, like I got myself into major trouble and I walk 
around with that same feeling, only it’s magnified, and it 
never goes away, and there’s no one to get revenge 
on…unless I want to get revenge on myself because the 
trouble I’m in is my own fault.  Bad, bad feeling.  Anyway, 
ever since I got myself in this place, I’ve noticed how the 
small things I never even thought about before, now, seem 
real important.  (She holds her hands out towards the 
audience, palm down) See this?  I couldn’t do this a month 
ago.  My hands would shake too bad.  Withdrawal.  (She 
puts her hands down) I remember trying to get into my locker 
one day…at my regular school, but my hands were shaking 
so bad, I couldn’t get the combination right and I-I just lost it.  
I needed a drink bad, but that wasn’t exactly what set me off; 
I mean, I’ve been there before.  You know the shakes and 
all.  No, it was a small thing that set me off, something that 
didn’t even have anything to do with me really:  I saw this girl 
I hardly knew standing by her locker.  Some guy, I guess he 
was her boyfriend, was leaning over saying something real 
private in her ear.  She was smiling.  My hands were shaking 
so bad, I dropped my books – bam! – all over the floor.  But 
they didn’t even look at me.  It was like I didn’t exist.  He just 
kept whispering in her ear; then he kissed her cheek, and 
she giggled.  Suddenly, I heard this crying.  It took me a 
minute to realize it was me.  I was crying because…I didn’t 
know why.  Maybe because the only thing I was kissing at 
the time was a gin bottle or a scotch bottle or ANY bottle with 
alcohol in it.  I always smelled like perfume and booze and 
mouthwash.  I freaked totally.  I mean…I just 
freaked…screaming, crying.  I kicked my books down the 
hall.  I think I threw up.  They looked at me then, alright.  Like 
I was some creature from another planet and wound up 
here.  (Beat) Gotta get back to my regular school.  Gotta get 
back to my locker before I forget the combination for good.  
You know what I mean?  I just gotta get back there.  
This…this hurts too much. 

 
(Enter THIRD YOUNG MAN with a BOX, which he places on 
center BENCH.  We can’t see the items in the box until they are 
removed.) 
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THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Can you give me a hand? 
YOUNG WOMAN:  (She composes herself, turns to him) Sure. 
 
(As they talk, he takes BACKPACK, WHITE LAB COAT, 
MANILLA FOLDER, TV REMOTE CONTROL, TELEPHONE and 
TWO BOOKS out of the BOX, carries them to the stage right 
COAT RACK.  He hangs BACKPACK and LAB COAT on the 
COAT RACK.  He places BOOKS and FOLDER on the floor 
beside the BOX.  She removes a BLUE BLAZER, a BABY’S 
UTILITY BAG and a LEATHER COAT from the BOX, hangs 
them on COAT RACK.  She places a bowl of POPCORN on the 
floor beside the COAT RACK. 
 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  I’m scared too, you know. 
YOUNG WOMAN:  You could have fooled me. 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Could have?  I did. 
YOUNG WOMAN:  Get outta my face. 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  Lighten up.  I was kidding. 
YOUNG WOMAN:  You lighten up.  So was I. 
 
(Both laugh) 
 
THIRD YOUNG MAN:  There was a time – back when I was 

usin’ – that I thought I was way cool.  Turned out, I was just 
a freak and everybody knew it.  Everybody. 

YOUNG WOMAN:  Yeah, I’ve been there.  (She takes a deep 
breath) What time do we start? 

THIRD YOUNG MAN: (He looks at his watch) In a few minutes.  
You ok? 

YOUNG WOMAN:  (She crosses to him) No. No, I’m not ok.  But 
I’m going to be.  I’m going to be. 

 
(Third Young Man puts his arm around Young Woman, and they 
exit left.  Beat.  Then Robbie, Sarah, Rasheem, Counselor, Rush 
enter right as Melissa, Alan, Janice, Hector, Susan enter left.  
Everyone except Robbie and Melissa carries a CHAIR.  The two 
groups cross up center to the two present CHAIRS.  Robbie sits 
in the stage right chair; Melissa in the stage left chair.  The result 
is a line of chairs upstage, the ends form an arc slightly 
downstage.  Others sit as one.  Beat.  Then Alan rises, crosses 
to stage left COAT RACK, dons BLUE BLAZER as Sarah 
crosses to right COAT RACK, picks up BOOKS, exits right.) 
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Alan and Sarah 
 

ALAN:  (He crosses to center, begins to pace.  He checks his 
watch as he paces.  He looks off right, sees Sarah 
approaching, assumes a cool pose.  Sarah enters right 
crosses in front of Alan, passes without looking at him.  Alan 
breaks pose, calls after her) Hey, Sarah?! 

 
(She stops but doesn’t look back.) 
 
SARAH:  What?! 
ALAN:  (He crosses to her) It’s me.  Alan.  Didn’t you see me? 
SARAH:  (She turns to him) Yes, Alan, I saw you. 
ALAN:  So you don’t speak any more? 
SARAH:  I’m sorry.  I’m in a hurry. 
ALAN:  How long does it take to say, “Hello, Alan”?  I haven’t 

even seen you since, well, since Chip’s funeral. 
SARAH:  Yes, Chip’s funeral.  Hello, Alan. 
ALAN:  That’s more like it.  Hello, Sarah. 
SARAH:  Goodbye, Alan. 
 
(She turns to go.) 
 
ALAN:  “Goodbye, Alan?”  Oh, that’s funny.  I drove over 200 

miles just to see you. 
SARAH:  (She turns back to him) I wasn’t joking.  I’m sorry you 

drove so far for nothing.  Excuse me, I’m late for class.  (She 
turns to go.)  

ALAN:  Wait a minute!  (He crosses to her, takes her arm, turns 
her to him)  Just wait a minute!  What about us? 

SARAH:  (She shrugs free of his grip)  What ABOUT us? 
ALAN:  We go out together- 
SARAH:  We do NOT go out together! 
ALAN:  All right.  All right.  We DID go out together.  Look, I 

just…I still like you.  (She turns away) A lot. 
SARAH:  (She turns to him) We’ve already been through this. 
ALAN:  Right.  We’ve already been through this, but you were 

upset because of Chip…Sarah, I want things to be the way 
they used to be. 

SARAH:  Things can never be the way they used to be. 
ALAN:  Look, do you still like me or not? 
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SARAH:  It’s not that simple –  
ALAN:  (He crosses to her, takes her by the shoulders) Yes it is.  

It’s just that simple.  Do you still like me or not? 
SARAH:  (Beat) How can you ask me that after what happened? 
ALAN:  Just give me one reason things can’t be the way they 

were. 
SARAH:  (Again, she shrugs free) Drugs. 
ALAN:  What? 
SARAH:  Drugs, Alan.  Drugs! 
 
(She crosses to him.)  
 
ALAN:  (He crosses to her) I don’t do drugs! 
SARAH:  (She turns to him) No, you don’t do them, but you sell 

them.  That’s even worse.  You’re a dealer. 
ALAN:  Says who? 
SARAH:  Says everybody. 
ALAN:  Then everybody’s wrong! 
SARAH:  Everybody’s right!  (She crosses away from him)  They 

were right all along, but I didn’t believe them.  Not Alan, I 
thought- 

ALAN:  Sarah- 
SARAH:  Let me finish!  No, not Alan, I thought.  Now sweet 

Alan who brought me flowers, who took me to the best rock 
concert of the decade.  No, not Alan.  Not the guy my little 
brother thinks is so cool- 

ALAN:  (He crosses to her) Sarah, believe me, I wouldn’t- 
SARAH:  (She turns to him, right in his face) Liar.  I saw you.  I 

stood there, and I saw you dealing drugs to kids.  KIDS! 
ALAN:  Where? 
SARAH:  (At the director’s discretion, insert the name of a local 

middle school) Southside Middle.  My brother goes to that 
school. 

ALAN:  (He turns away from her) Kevin doesn’t use. 
SARAH:  Not yet he doesn’t.  But once he figures out what his 

big hero is doing at Southside- 
ALAN:  (He looks at Her) I wouldn’t sell him drugs, Sarah.  You 

know that. 
SARAH:  (She looks at him) You’d sell to anybody.  You’ve 

already proven that.  I feel so stupid.  How long have you 
been fooling me, Alan?  I need to know.  How long have you 
been dealing? 
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ALAN:  How many of your college friends did you see at that 

concert?  None.  That’s how many!  Know why?  Because 
those tickets cost a hundred bucks a piece, that’s why.  
College.  What a laugh! 

SARAH:  College is not a laugh! 
ALAN:  Give me a break.  You sound like my mother. 
SARAH:  Well, I’m not your mother, but I’m telling you that 

college is not something to laugh about.  It’s important for- 
ALAN:  I’ll tell you what’s important: money!  And I’ve got a lot of 

it.  It bought me these clothes, it bought me my own 
apartment, and it bought me an almost new BMW.  (He 
shakes the CAR KEYS in her face.) 

SARAH:  It can’t buy you friendship, and it can’t buy you love.  
And you know that else Alan, it can’t bring anybody back 
from the dead! 

ALAN:  (Beat) I’ve got plenty of friends. 
SARAH:  Who are they?  Our old friends won’t have anything to 

do with you anymore.  Not since Chip- 
ALAN:  Who needs them?  I’ve got new friends.  Plenty of them. 
SARAH:  Who are they? 
ALAN:  My customers, what’s who.  I’m like a god to them 

because I bring them relief from reality. 
SARAH:  Alan, they hate you because they hate themselves for 

being slaves to you and your drugs.  (She turns to him) 
You’re all alone.  After all your talk and in spite of all your 
money, you’re all alone.  You and your almost new BMW. 

ALAN:  I wouldn’t be alone if I had you.  Come on, Sarah, you 
mentioned money.  I’ve got a lot of it now.  Money’s 
important. 

SARAH:  Yes, money is important, but so is the way you get it. 
ALAN:  Oh, come on.  Are you trying to tell me that you’d rather 

go through four years of crap at college than have all the 
money you want right now?  Today? 

SARAH:  If I had all the money I wanted, I’d still go to college.  
It’s hard work, but you know what?  I like it.  I like learning.  I 
like living in a dorm.  I like meeting new people.  I like going 
to football games.  I like the feel of it all, every bit of it…I 
guess I DO sound like your mother, but, Alan, I don’t WANT 
to escape from reality. 

ALAN:  So you’re interested only in college boys these days.  Is 
that it? 
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SARAH:  No, that’s not it at all…do you…do you remember 
Chip’s funeral. 

ALAN:  (He turns slightly away) Of course I remember. 
SARAH:  They were lowering him into the ground, and I looked 

over at you, and for some reason I remembered the day – it 
seems so long ago now – I remembered the day that we 
said we’d go to college together and when we graduated, 
we’d…(She turns away.) 

ALAN:  We’d get married. 
 
(He crosses to her, turns her to him, grips her shoulders.)  
 
ALAN:  Sarah, we can still get married.  Let’s get married right 

now.  I’ll put you through college.  I’ll go myself, if that’s what 
you want.  You can quit your job. 

SARAH:  Where will you get money? 
 
(He doesn’t answer.  Beat.  She breaks away from him, crosses 
to bench, sits.) 
 
SARAH:  Dealing drugs?  (Beat) Alan? 
ALAN:  (He turns to her) Yeah? 
SARAH:  Don’t you ever feel guilty?  Ashamed? 
 
(He turns away from her.) 
 
ALAN:  It’s not like I’m breaking their arms.  They WANT the 

stuff I’ve got for sale. 
SARAH:  They NEED the stuff you’ve got for sale- 
ALAN:  (He crosses to her) Want it!  Need it!  What’s the 

difference?  The point is they buy it, and if I didn’t sell it to 
them, somebody else would.  And maybe that somebody 
else wouldn’t be as careful as I am.  I always make sure they 
get good, clean drugs –  

SARAH:  (She stands) That’s like making sure a drowning man 
gets a nice, heavy anchor!  (She crosses down right) Those 
people lie and steal and kill to get money for your good, 
clean drugs!  (She spins to him) My God, Alan, your best 
friend killed himself because he couldn’t kick the habit! 

ALAN:  (He crosses to her) I am NOT responsible for Chip’s 
death –  

SARAH:  You’re responsible, all right.  You were his dealer.  You 
might as well have pulled the trigger yourself. 
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(Beat as they stare at each other.  Then Alan looks at the ground 
and slowly turns away.) 
ALAN:  I’d do anything to bring him back.  Anything. 
SARAH:  Would you stop dealing drugs? 
 
(Alan doesn’t answer.  Rather, he looks down at the KEYS to his 
BMW.) 
 
SARAH:  Goodbye, Alan. 
 
(As Sarah crosses stage left and exits, Alan shouts after her.)  
 
ALAN:  I didn’t kill Chip!  I didn’t!  I’ve got money!  I’ve got a 

BMW!  Sarah!  I don’t want to be alone!  Come back here!  
(The CAR KEYS drop from his hand) …I’ve got a BMW.  

(Blackout.) 
 

Hector and Counselor 
 

At Rise: 
(Sarah and Alan are back in their seats.  Hector rises, crosses to 
left COAT RACK, puts on LEATHER JACKET as COUNSELOR 
crosses to right COAT RACK, dons WHITE LAB COAT, picks up 
MANILA FOLDER.  Hector crosses to center BENCH and 
CHAIR, paces between the two.  Counselor sits in the CHAIR, 
the MANILA FOLDER in his/her lap.) 
 
COUNSELOR:  How strong are you, Hector? 
HECTOR:  (He stops, turns to her) What? 
COUNSELOR:  How strong - ? 
HECTOR:  I heard you.  (Beat.  He points at the FOLDER) What 

is that?  The inside story on Hector Montoya? 
COUNSELOR:  (She taps the FOLDER) Yes. 
HECTOR:  You’re really somethin’, you know?  Sittin’ there like 

you some kind of God or somethin’.  You never even been in 
my barrio, man.  And you’re gonna ask me how strong I am!  
If you was to spend one day – one hour – in my 
neighborhood, you wouldn’t need to ask that question 
because you’d know.  You’d just know.  (Beat) I’m here.  
That’s how strong I am. 

COUNSELOR:  What’s it like? 
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(Hector says nothing.  He simply gazes at the Counselor.) 
 
COUNSELOR:  Your neighborhood.  Your barrio.  What’s it like?   
HECTOR:  I heard you. 
 
(As he speaks, He crosses to her, circles her, winds up behind 
her.  She doesn’t turn)  
 
HECTOR:  You supposed to be some kind of counselor, right?  

You supposed to be real interested in my welfare and all, 
right?  Right?! 

COUNSELOR:  Calm down, Hector. 
HECTOR:  (He crosses in front of her) Listen, why don’t you 

counsel you butt down to the barrio and find out what it’s like 
for yourself. 

COUNSELOR:  Hector, calm down. 
HECTOR:  (He mimics her) Hector, calm down.  (He resumes 

pacing) You want to know what it’s like?  I’ll tell you what’s 
it’s like.  It’s like a war zone.  And, lady, you couldn’t make it 
from one end to the other without gettin’ cut or shot...(In her 
face.  She doesn’t flinch) Or worse, if you know what I mean. 

COUNSELOR:  Why are you so angry, Hector? 
HECTOR:  Oh, here we go.  We gonna start the psychology 

crap.  Let me save you some time.  I’m not angry at my 
mother, and I’m not angry at my father.  Ok?  No point in 
bein’ angry at people you hardly know, right?  They probably 
have some very nice qualities which I am not familiar with 
because they dumped my butt on my grandmother when I 
was… (He turns away from her.  His voice breaks for just a 
beat) When I was a little kid.  (He turns back to her) And just 
for the record.  I am NOT mad at my grandmother.  She was 
just too old, too weak to go through it all again. 

COUNSELOR:  To go through what? 
HECTOR:  You got kids? 
COUNSELOR:  No.  No, I don’t. 
HECTOR:  Nothin’ personal, but there should be a rule that 

psychologists hafta have kids so that – you know – they 
could relate –  

COUNSELOR:  I’m not a psychologist. 
HECTOR:  Then who are you?  What do you want with me? 
COUNSELOR:  How long have you been using heroin? 
 
(Hector rolls his shirt sleeves down.)  
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HECTOR:  Hey.  You want to know who I’m angry at.  I’m angry 

at you! 
COUNSELOR:  Why? 
HECTOR:  I’ll tell you why.  Because you sittin’ there actin’ like 

you real interested in me, but I’ll bet you anything that one 
small part of your brain is disgusted by me –  

COUNSELOR:  You’re wrong –  
HECTOR:  And I will bet that another part of your brain is thinkin’ 

about how glad you are that you’re not in my shoes.  And 
about how glad you are that you live out in the suburbs.  
With your BBQ grill and your car pool and your- 

COUNSELOR:  Where I live is not an issue.  What is an issue 
here is your addiction to heroin and the consequences of 
that addiction. 

HECTOR:  You’re right.  Your no psychologist.  Because if you 
was, you’d understand that where you live IS an issue and 
that where I live IS an issue.  It has everything to do with – 
everything. 

COUNSELOR:  How long have you been…? 
HECTOR:  How long have I been shooting smack? 
COUNSELOR:  Yes. 
HECTOR:  (He takes a deep breath) A long time. 
COUNSELOR:  How old are you? 
HECTOR:  I’m sixteen. 
COUNSELOR:  How long? 
HECTOR:  I started shootin’ up when I was eleven, ok? 
COUNSELOR:  That’s awfully young. 
HECTOR:  In some places maybe, but like I was tellin’ you, it 

depends on where you live.  You a narc? 
COUNSELOR:  No, I’m not a narc. 
HECTOR:  You not psychologist.  You not a mother and you not 

a narc.  What are you?  WHO are you?! 
COUNSELOR:  Do you remember who turned you on the first 

time? 
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HECTOR:  (Derisive laugh.  He sits) Do I remember?  Yeah, I 
remember.  My uncle, Uncle Sport.  “Sport” wasn’t his real 
name.  It’s just what everybody called him.  It’s funny…he 
was my uncle, but I never knew his real name.  Funny.  (He 
rises, paces) Anyway, you wanted to get high, you talked to 
Sport.  He dealt anything you wanted, but he like specialized 
in smack and crack ‘cause he knew that once he got you 
started, man, you wasn’t gonna quit.  He was gonna have 
your business for a long time.  He’d just sit at the gallaria – 
that’s a shootin’ gallery.  You know what that is? A shootin’ 
gallery? 

COUNSELOR:  Yes, of course I know what that is.  It’s where 
people go to use drugs.  So, your uncle took advantage of 
you at this gallaria – (Hector laughs) – what? 

HECTOR:  Nobody took advantage of me.  I begged him.  I 
wanted to be a man.  He told me to get lost, but every day I 
begged him.  Finally, one day he asked me if I had any 
money.  He laughed.  Then he took me to the gallaria.  I was 
eleven years old. 

COUNSELOR:  Come into my parlor said the spider to the fly. 
HECTOR:  Yeah.  I guess it was something like that.  Except he 

didn’t have to trick nobody.  He would just like sit there, 
listenin’ to some music couldn’t nobody hear but 
him…’cause it wasn’t playin’ nowhere but inside his head.  Al 
he had to do was wait for the dope heads to show.  And they 
did, every single day.  Poppers and snorters, man.  Smokers 
and mainliners.  He had this little saying, like: “Smack and 
crack, you gonna come back.”  He used to say it over and 
over, sometimes under his breath, sometimes out loud.  Like 
he was tauntin’ his own customers.  He was right, though.  
Smack and crack, you gonna come back. 

COUNSELOR:  Where’s the gallaria? 
HECTOR:  (He stands.  He looks really dangerous for the first 

time) Who are you, lady?  Why you askin’ me all these 
questions?  The gallaria don’t have nothing to do with this 
program.  Forget the gallaria. 

COUNSELOR:  You’re in trouble.  I want to help. 
HECTOR:  I’m not in no trouble I can’t handle. 
COUNSELOR:  You can’t handle this trouble.  (She taps the 

FOLDER of her knee)  Not alone. 
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HECTOR:  I know I can’t do it alone.  That’s why I’m in this 
program, lady.  This mornin’ for the first time in five years I 
didn’t shoot up.  I let some lady in a white coat – just like the 
one you’re wearing – do it for me.  Only she didn’t shoot me 
up with heroin; she shot me up with…ah.. 

COUNSELOR:  Methadone.  A heroin substitute. 
HECTOR:  Yeah.  Methadone.  So it’s gonna help me get clean 

alright? 
COUNSELOR:  Did you know that methadone is addictive? 
HECTOR:  Yeah, they explained all that.  But I was strong 

enough to get here in the first place, and I’m gonna be 
strong enough to bump the methadone…when the time 
comes. 

COUNSELOR:  Hector, I need to talk to the people at the 
gallaria. 

HECTOR:  You ARE a narc! 
COUNSELOR:  No! 
HECTOR:  Some kinda cop? 
COUNSELOR:  No. 
HECTOR:  I told you about Sport only because he don’t’ sit in 

front of the gallaria no more.  He went down. 
COUNSELOR:  Down? 
HECTOR:  (He looks at her for a moment) He got to be his own 

best customer.  He OD’d.  He’s dead.  Now there isn’t no 
real gallaria.  Now it moves around.  (He laughs) Now the 
druggies got to chase Mr. Death all over the barrio.  And, 
man, they can run fast when they chasin’ after needles and 
rocks.  It’s amazin’ how fast they can run.  It’s like the man is  
- what’s his name?  The Pied Piper.  Yeah, like that man is 
the Pied Piper, and the druggies are the rats.  Man, they 
follow wherever he leads.  But not me, lady.  Not no more.  
I’m not gonna shoot no more heroin.  Not gonna follow that 
Pied Piper ever again.  Got too much livin’ to do, and I’m 
gonna do it clean.  You wanta know how strong I am?  
That’s how strong I am. 

COUNSELOR:  I want to go to the barrio with you.  I want you to 
help me organize a meeting. 

 
(A surprise burst of laughter from Hector.) 
 
COUNSELOR:  I want you to help me educate the people about 

the dangers of addiction and the dangers beyond addiction –  
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HECTOR:  Beyond addiction?  What are you talkin’ about?  Who 
are you? 

 
(Counselor rises, crosses down right.  Her back is to Hector.) 
 
HECTOR:  Hey.  Who are you, lady?! 
COUNSELOR:  I think you’d better sit down, Hector. 
HECTOR:  I think you’d better tell me who you are! 
COUNSELOR:  (She turns to Hector) Sit down, Hector. 
 
(Beat.  He sits.) 
 
COUNSELOR:  I don’t have to tell you that a heroin addict will 

do anything – anything – to get money for drugs: lie, cheat, 
steal, kill.  A typical heroin user in any major city in this 
country is involved in about 1,000 crimes a year.  Think 
about that.  One person, one thousand crimes- 

HECTOR:  Lady, I know all this.  Nobody rides the horse free.  
And when that cravin’ starts, it’s like somebody’s stickin’ your 
brains with pins, and there isn’t but one thing that’ll make it 
stop:  a fix.  So you do whatever you got to do to get money 
for that fix –  

COUNSELOR:  Anything? 
HECTOR:  Anything, I know; I been there.  And let me just tell 

you, if you want me to take you to the barrio so’s you can tell 
these people that they been bad little boys and girls, forget it!  
(He rises, crosses to her) The people you want to talk to will 
laugh at you – after they take your money, your jewelry, your 
car, your clothes and whatever else you got of value. 

COUNSELOR:  When you share –  
HECTOR:  Druggies don’t share! 
COUNSELOR:  You share needles. 
HECTOR:  (He looks at her for a beat) If you will excuse me, I 

got to get on with my life. 
 
(He crosses left.) 
 
COUNSELOR:  Do you know what it means to test HIV positive? 
 
(Hector stops, but doesn’t turn.) 
 
HECTOR:  HIV positive…yeah.  I know what it means. 
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COUNSELOR:  Did you know that needle sharing by 
intravenous drug addicts accounts for 17% of the nation’s 
AIDS cases?  (The reported percentage may fluctuate each 
year, please use current statistic)  

HECTOR:  Bump the statistics.  You tryin’ to tell me somethin’? 
COUNSELOR:  Did you know? 
HECTOR:  (He turns to her) Maybe.  I seen people go 

down…we chased a few out of the gallaria ‘cause they was 
sick. 

COUNSELOR:  Listen to me.  About half of all intravenous drug 
users carry the virus.  Half.  Think about that.  In New York 
City, there are about 200,000 heroin addicts.  That means 
about 100,000 or them –  

HECTOR:  This ISN’T New York City! 
COUNSELOR:  Half of all –  
HECTOR:  Who are you, lady? 
COUNSELOR:  Half of all intravenous drug users carry the virus. 
HECTOR:  Who are you? 
COUNSELOR:  No matter where they live. 
HECTOR:  (In her face, she doesn’t flinch) WHO ARE YOU?! 
COUNSELOR:  I work with the AIDS Outreach Program.  I want 

you to help me spread the word.  I want you to take me to 
the barrio. 

HECTOR:  Why me? 
COUNSELOR:  There are two reasons. 
HECTOR:  (He crosses away from her) What’s the second one? 
COUNSELOR:  (She holds up the folder, crosses to him.  She 

touches his shoulder.  He stiffens) Hector…you tested HIV 
positive.  I’m sorry. 

HECTOR:  (Beat.  His voice breaks as he speaks) When I took 
the methadone this morning, the nurse said to me, “This is 
the first day of the rest of your life.”  The first day.  That’s 
what she said: “The first day of the rest of your…” (He drops 
to his knees) My God…the first day. 

 
(Counselor crouches behind him, touches his shoulder.)  
 
HECTOR:  Oh my God. 
COUNSELOR:  Hector.  (Beat) Hector, how strong are you? 
 
(Beat.  Then Hector turns to Counselor, buries his face in her 
shoulder.  Blackout.) 
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Rasheem 

 
At Rise:  
Hector and Counselor have returned to their seats.  Rasheem 
rises, crosses to stage right COAT RACK, takes BACKPACK, 
slings it over one shoulder, and crosses extreme down right.  He 
may pull a CAP from the BACKPACK, puts it on.  As he speaks, 
He crosses center towards the BENCH.  His walk becomes a 
swagger; His speech takes on a “street” rhythm. 
 
RASHEEM:  (He shouts off stage right to an unseen girl) So, go 

ahead, Laurie!  You don’t matter that much anyway!  You 
hear me?!  You ain’t nothin’!  Nothin’! 

 
(He turns to the audience.) 
 
RASHEEM:  Girl tryin’ to play me close, tryin’ to act like my 

mama. 
 
(He shouts at girl again)  
 
RASHEEM:  All ready got one mama!  Don’t need two.  Even if I 

did, it wouldn’t be you…hey, that’s good.  That’s good!  (He 
begins to rap)  

 
Got me a mama, 
Don’t need two 
But if I did,  
It wouldn’t be you. 
Got me a life 
That’s I’m gonna live… 
 
(Adlibs may be added to the following monologue to update or 
regionalize the slang.) 
 
Got me a life that I’m gonna live… 
 
(He can’t come up with a rhyme.) 
 
RASHEEM:  Got me…got me a…must be somethin’ rhyme with 

“live.” “Give.”  Yeah, that’s it:  “give.”  Got me a somethin’ 
give.  Hey, I’ll think about it later.  Ain’t no problem ‘cause I 
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am Rap Master Rasheem.  Rap ‘n roll, man.  Rap ‘n roll.  
Me, I’m goin’ all the way.  The big time.  Name in lights.  
MTV presents Rasheem, the Rap Master. Yeah, that’s it.  
Hear what I’m sayin’?  MTV! 

 
(He starts a rap routine as if He were on MTV.) 
 
Got me a mama 
Don’t need two 
But if I did,  
It wouldn’t be you. 
Got me a life 
That I’m gonna live… 
 
(He comes to the same impasse as before.) 
 
I’ll come to me.  It’ll come ‘cause I am Rasheem…man, that girl 
gonna be sorry when she sees my name blinkin’ up on one of 
them flashy signs they got in New York City.  All my fans be 
yellin’ my name:  “Rasheem!”  “Rasheem!”  She be out there 
sayin’ (He imitates girl’s voice) “Rasheem.  I’m sorry for what I 
said.”  But I’ll just look at her and say, “You had your chance, 
honey.  I done forgot your name.” 
 
(He unslings his backpack.) 
 
Girl gettin’ on my case ‘cause I beamed a can, man.  Callin’ me a 
rock head.  See me smokin’ one little rock, and she be sayin’.’ 
 
(He imitates girl’s voice.) 
 
“Oh, Rasheem, you’re a cocaine addict.” 
 
(He looks around, opens his BACKPACK as he talks.  He takes 
out simulated crack in some type of CONTAINER or SACK and 
yells off right.)  
 
You see this girl?  It don’t mean nothin’ to me.  I ain’t addicted to 
crack!  See here?! 
 
(He tosses the SACK away.) 
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It don’t mean nothin’ to me.  I ain’t addicted to crack!  Quit any 
time I want to.  Know what I’m sayin?  Any time!  Any time I want 
to because I am Rasheem… 
 
(He looks toward the SACK.) 
 
Ain’t no rock head because rock heads is fools.  And Mama 
didn’t raise no fool.  Crack ain’t never been no friend to me 
noway.  Takin’ all my money, and the man don’t give no credit –  
 
(We hear a distant POLICE SIREN. Rasheem quickly grabs 
SACK and stuffs it in the BACKPACK, then he jams BACKPACK 
under the CHAIR, crosses right, listens.  Then he crosses back 
center.) 
 
And the five-oh.  Man, they don’t give me no peace.  Always 
lookin’ at me real funny.  And Mama always sayin’, “Boy, if you 
don’t start eatin, you’re going to starve to death.  I’m going to 
have your father speak to you.”  But that old man ain’t never 
there noway, except when he want money, which Mama ain’t 
got.  And he ain’t gonna say nothin’ to nobody noway.  All he 
care about is gettin’ that smack in his veins.  Make him feel like a 
king, but he ain’t nothin’ but a bum.  Spend all his time lookin’ for 
a fix.  Always tellin’ Mama he gonna get clean in the mornin’, 
always talkin’ ‘bout the great things he gonna do in the mornin’ – 
if she just give him money for one last fix.  He say, “Please, 
baby, please.  Just one more time.” 
 
(He snorts in disgust) 
 
But he ain’t foolin’ nobody.  Ain’t gonna be “just one more time” 
cause he ain’t never gonna get clean, and I ain’t never gonna be 
like him.  Ain’t never gonna shoot no heroin.  And this crack, it 
ain’t nothin’.  I can put it down anytime I want.  It don’t even get 
me high no more, noway. 
 
(He shouts off right.) 
 
You hear me, girl?!  I can put it down anytime I want.  I ain’t no 
rock head.  Put it down right now if I wanted to. 
 
(He looks toward the SACK again.  Beat)  
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But, you know, sometime my whole body start achin’, and it’s like 
the devil in my head, and he be sayin’, “Go on, boy, you know 
what you need.  Just one more time.  You can stop after that.  
Ain’t nothin’ but a little rock.  You can stop after that because you 
are Rasheem!” 
 
(Rasheem appears rather weak for the first time.  He begins 
sobbing.) 
 
And I say, “Nooo!  I don’t want to do it anymore!  Leave me 
alone!!!  Leave me alooone!!” 
 
(He sobs into his hands, slowly regains some of his composure, 
looks up.) 
 
But that devil, he act like I didn’t even say nothin’.  Like what I 
want to do don’t count for nothin’.  He just say, “Go see the 
man.”  And I do what I got to do to get some money for the man. 
 
(He slinks over to the BACKPACK, picks it up, crosses back 
center.) 
 
Just one more time… 
 
(He falls to his knees, buries his face in his hands.) 
 
…just one more time… 
 
(To black.  End of Act One.) 
 
Thank you for reading this free excerpt from LOSING IT by 
Richard Davis, Jr.  For performance rights and/or a complete 

copy of the script, please contact us at: 
 

Heuer Publishing LLC 
P.O. Box 248 • Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406 

Toll Free: 1‐800‐950‐7529 • Fax (319) 368‐8011 
HITPLAYS.COM  

 

 26


	PUBLISHED BY

